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The drawback, however, is this : When the price 
obtained by Blakelocks in the past few years were 
considered, a much more critical spirit must and 
did meet the appearance of other pictures by the 
same hand; more was expected of them; and a 
large number failed to meet the test. 

However, what Blakelock could do at his best is 
the question; the inferior canvases need not count. 
Now the serene and simple "Moonlight" which 
Timothy Cole has engraved as a frontispiece for 
this number of the magazine represents to our 
thinking the highest point to which Blakelock 
attained. It has not, it is true, the rich mosaic 
quality of some of his smaller pieces, those in which 
he showed a narrow but jewel-like intensity of 
color — the subject hardly admits of that — but in 
the majesty of this night scene he strikes the note 
of awe. And he has not weakened the impressive- 
ness of the full moon on a summer night by intro- 
ducing complications. He felt, as many artists 
before him have, that in a picture of this kind the 
presence of human or even animal forms might 
scatter or blunt the effect. Perhaps he was well 
aware that nine persons out of ten are secretly 
grateful for suggestions by means of houses, paths, 
animals or figures that the scene has a human back- 
ground. In this instance he has painted for the 
tenth man, who, on the contrary, is grateful that 
land and wood, water and sky are given purely for 
their own sake, without association with humanity. 

Part of the charm of this picture resides in the 
pattern made by the trees and moon. Along with 
a somewhat richer, creamier facture, the moonlights 
of Charles Rollo Peters of California have analo- 
gous qualities of pattern. This is colder, clearer and 
perhaps truer to the atmosphere of the Atlantic 
seaboard than the moonlights of Peters. Another 
painter whom one thinks of is the late Albert Pink- 
ham Ryder, who had, however, a much more 
dramatic vein. 

It is in his richly colored pictures of an early date 
that Blakelock approaches nearest to Ryder, and for 
excellent reasons, since it was the sight of a little 
mosaic with Indian figures by him that gave Blake- 



lock his start as a painter. While Ryder never 
returned to the same theme, Blakelock worked the 
vein freely, and some of his most generally admired 
pieces — though assuredly they were not his best — 
belonged to this early time when, consciously or un- 
consciously, he was under the Ryder influence. In- 
stead of laboring long on his canvases like Ryder, 
however, he produced with considerable facility, 
and there was a time when his little pictures could 
be had for next to nothing. Coincident with the 
beginning of his mental trouble, however, after he 
had produced much and found no market, it oc- 
curred to a group of collectors of whom the late 
State Senator Gibbs was one — the "Very Wicked 
Gibbs" as the New York Sun used to call him in its 
Dana-Danite days — it occurred to this group that 
a "corner" in Blakelocks would be a good idea; and 
the plan was carried out. Blakelocks began to dis- 
appear from the market, so that when one did 
come up at a sale, several bidders were on hand ; 
and so the "stock" rose. A complication then en- 
sued. It was comparatively easy to forge little 
Blakelocks with some approach to his color and 
method; and forged they were, signature and all. 
One dealer who had been taken in by such a scamp- 
ish little canvas was mortified when it was pointed 
out to him that the imitator had not even taken the 
trouble to get the name right — it was signed "Black- 
lock" and offered as a Blakelock. He should have 
been a Blake-guard and there he was a blackguard ! 
(A joke of the period.) 

The really fine Blakelocks are sure to hold their 
own ; but there are not many of them ; and the rank 
and file of his pictures are not destined to much 
consideration in the future. This is as it should 
be. We rate a man according to his best, and there- 
fore rate Ralph Blakelock high, not because some 
collectors boosted his pictures, not because he lost 
his mind and not because a few of his paintings 
won to sensational figures at sensational sales, but 
because from time to time he had a spurt of genius 
and was lucky enough to utilize such a moment by 
producing a little masterpiece. 



"THE APPROACHING CLOUDBURST" 

Landscape by Howard Russell Butler, N. A. 

(See opposite page) 



LANDSCAPES and shorescapes signed H. R. 
Butler, painted on the Atlantic seaboard, are 
familiar enough at the exhibitions of the 
Academy of Design, New York, those of the Penn- 
sylvania Academy and the international expositions. 
Howard Russell Butler was elected Associate in 
1897 and Academician in 1900 and is now Vice- 
President of the Academy. He has painted por- 
traits and genre a little, but the coast, and espe- 
cially the coast of Long Island, has kept him busy. 
Not that he has failed to visit the rockier fringes 
of Maine nor even to make southward dashes as 
far as Mexico to paint at Cuernavaca and other 
places; but until recent years our Atlantic States 
sufficed him. 

Latterly however the Pacific Slope has "cast its 



comehither" over Mr. Butler, so that he would alter- 
nate one summer at Santa Barbara, California with 
another at Easthampton, Long Island, where he 
has a studio residence on the dunes overlooking 
Lake Georgica and the ocean. Particularly has it 
been there, perched on the dunes between the placid 
lagoon effects of Georgica and the restless waves 
of the Atlantic, that he has studied the effects of 
wind and sunlight on clouds of different density 
and painted many a fine lakescape and seascape 
which have won him medals at home and abroad. 
Only recently a Maine coast view was the winner 
of a prize. But since the views from California 
are less known than those from Long Island and 
the Maine coast, an example has been taken from 
the Pacific and is here reproduced in colors. 
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"Approaching Cloudburst" tells the story of the that pause, affecting the wind and the trees and 

rain, which may be absent for months in Southern the creatures, which usually occurs just before the 

California, but when it does arrive, seldom lacks tempest and one thinks — perhaps one merely 

majesty and hues of wonderful richness. The imagines — that there is something local and pecu- 

photographic process used here has told again and liar to the Western Coast in the lines of the hills 

with accuracy the colors painted by the myriad and the colors of the heaped-up clouds, 

brushes of the sun upon the "bastions and cloud- Are natural phenomena organized on a larger 

capped pinnacles" that tower over the unseen scale, near so great a body of water as the Pacific, 

Pacific. The low mountain range that skirts the than they are near the Atlantic? Considering the 

ocean closes the view of sunlit plain. Trees that .height and number of mountain ranges, one is 

suggest the poplar but are not poplars, form the tempted to think so. At any rate this landscape by 

upward-trending lines that frame the farther land- Butler does impress one as very distinct in character 

scape into four panels and help to give the scene and different from the New Jersey, New York and 

a majestic aspect. A bull in the foreground lifts New England scenery we know, 
his head to watch the coming storm. One feels 



TUBAL-CAIN 



Jubal: he was the father of all such as handle the harp and organ. 
. . . Tubal-cain, an instructor of every artificer in brass and iron. 

The earth has gone to blackness, nor saith God, Let be light! 
And darkness broodeth on the deep, souls perish in the night. 

Cain is slaying Abel wherever men are free, 
Slaying, slaying, slaying, or drowning in the sea. 

Yet far off unheeding, in a rapt and blissful trance, 
Molding little figures that gaily leap and dance, 

Tracing flower petals on iron and on brass, 

Tubal-cain counts not the days and hours as they pass — 

Pass on bloody battlefields where altars overturned 
Once offered up to Heaven their sacrifices burned : 

Each hand against his brother's, and on all the curse of Cain ; 
Death grinning in the earth and air, Death grinning on the main. 

But far from flare of trumpets in peaceful valley land 
Jubal fills his windy reeds with echoes strange and grand 

Of holy half -heard symphonies from the celestial spheres, 
Or, striking chords athwart his harp, forgets the bloody years. 

"Cain rose against his brother and slew him" (cursed wound!) 
And hark, the voice of Abel's blood is crying from the ground. . . , 

Still Tubal the artificer is tracing dreams in brass 

And Jubal snatching bits of Heaven from visions as they pass. 

Grace H. Turnbull 
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